MR. CONRAD'S MASTERPIECE

MR. JOSEPH CONRAD is now admitted
to be one of the greatest living
writers in our language. It took
him a long time to get his due from any but
a small public. It is with something of a
shock that one reads that Lord Jim, of which
Messrs. Dent have published a new six shilling
edition, was written over twenty years ago,
and appeared in book form in 1901. What
were the masterpieces which, in that year,
overshadowed it ? Why was not Mr. Conrad
at that stage recognised as the equal of Hardy
and Meredith,whose names, bracketed together,
used to appear in the reviews ad nauseam ? I
speak with the freedom of one who at that
period was not a professional critic.

Lord Jim is the story of a man's successful
endeavour to rehabilitate himself. The book
opens with his failure. With a few other
white men he is taking a crowded pilgrim
ship, the Patna, across the Indian Ocean.
On a perfectly still moonlit night she strikes
a derelict and her forward compartment,
screened only by a rusty old bulkhead, is
flooded. Only the officers know. All over the